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motherly sort, she probably not only mothered the
man, but mothered his poor little creed too. Against
the background of these bearded fantastics, with all
their starry {oily, she looked robust and earthy, as
solid as a hill. If her man had taken to drink instead
of prophecy, she would have seen him through with
that too, and would have gone with him into the
public-houses to see that he did not take too much and
get himself into trouble. As it was, she had come to
Hyde Park to stand by the soap-box and nod her head
with the rest, but doubtless all in a dream, her mind
being busy with hurrying little images, with shifting
faces, vague cries from the past, and the remembered
grasp of little children; while outside the sun went
down the sky, the crowds sang or cheered or heckled
or drifted away, the voice just above her head droned
on in the old way she knew so well, and she stood
there ("Like a fool," perhaps she thought) with aching
feet, still nodding her head though no one listened or
stopped to look.

As I watched this ineffectual quartet, in their
motives like gods and in their wit like sheep, I pestered
myself with vain questions. Where had they come
from and where would they go to? To what strange'
place would they carry themselves, their beards and
their soap-box? What did they do for a living? Did
they go to workshops and factories and quietly endure
the rough chaff of the others, comforted by the know-
ledge that they were men set apart, men guided miracu-
lously by an inner light to the truth? Were they the